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facing him across the little room, was the embodiment of all that
was worst in Indian character, all the cunning and treachery that
had led to his own downfall, that could only be wiped out in blood.
He hurled himself forward, eyes fixed on the lean, scraggy, brown
throat in which a muscle twitched convulsively. Just to the right
of that twitching muscle, that was the place to aim for.

His rush was met by the butt end of the rifle, driven at his face.
" Bob the Nailer " meant to fight. So much the better. He swerved
as a boxer swerves, the rifle caught him a numbing blow on the
shoulder. What matter? His right arm was still strong and
capable. He feinted a low thrust at the sepoy's ribs and the rifle
came down to meet it. Snapped upright and buried the knife
almost to the hilt beside that working muscle.

The sniper threw up his arms with a horrible gurgling scream,
the rifle described a parabola through the air, landed with a crash
in the far corner of the room, the blood spouted in a thick spurt of
crimson as the man swayed for a moment, fell face downward. He
had sniped his last victim.

But Robin was taking no risks. He stooped over the prostrate
body, stabbing again and again through the red mist before his
eyes, giving little grunts of satisfaction each time the knife
tore through soft flesh or grated on hard bone. Huh! Here
was expiation indeed. Expiation. (Thrust) Expiation. (Thrust)
Expiation. (Thrust,)

The mist .cleared suddenly. He stood for a moment looking
down on the mangled body. Another shell burst on the roof
above. That was by arrangement to keep heads down while he
made good his retreat. He had overstayed his welcome. The trite
phrase came unbidden to his mind, and its horrible ineptitude made
him laugh. Still, there was no hurry. He had paid has debts, and
discharged debtors can take their leisure. Quite coolly he wiped
the dripping knife on the dead man's clothes, looked round the
room. Better take the rifle. Kind of proof. No, better still, take
the man. A dozen people from Sikh Square, from Martiniere and
the Cawnpore Battery would recognise "Bob the Nailer." He
picked up the body in his arms and walked steadily out of the house.

Hardinge, watching from the Brigade Mess, put down his field-
glasses. " By God! He's done it. That's ' Bob the Nailer' all
right, damn him!"'

Delacey, watching by his side, was more interested in the life of
Maud's brother than in the death of " Bob the Nailer."

" Run!" he shouted, " Run, you bloody young fool!"

The "bloody young fool" smiled at him happily, but ma3e no
attempt to accelerate his pace: the body was proving heavier than